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a man publicly spat on the handcuffed prisoner, is probably
turning a bitter epigram about this. Here is mine :
VOLTE-FACE
He spat and passed.
The pederast
Nor bowed, nor shook his head;
The world unkind
Drew down the blind
On one it deemed was dead.
The man who hissed,
The moralist,
Now laughs to split his side;
The world uncertain
Rings up the curtain
On one who has not died.
Sept. 16 The Times has an excellent article on the theme
Saturday, of " Sufficient unto the day." "If a man's
imagination is active with what may be he will
be less able to meet in a resolute and quiet spirit that which is.
He will be fighting upon two fronts...."
In other words, ignore the newspaper placards which an-
nounce " Stalin keeps us guessing." Personally I shall con-
fine speculation to Mrs Gamp's " Some people may be Roo-
shans, and others may be Prooshans, they are born so, and
will please themselves." To worry about what Stalin and
the income-tax collector are going to do would be to fight
on two fronts at once. Arnold Bennett would have registered
any fact about his health during a trying period. Let me
record that since the middle of August I have lost exactly one
stone in weight.
In Piccadilly saw a top-hat, and also a policeman wearing a
monocle. Last night les dames du trottoir murmuring,
"Coming home, dearie?" flashed a pocket torch into the
prospective client's face. Better, surely, to flash it into her
own ? Lunched with Stephen Haggard, George Devine, Peggy
Ashcroft, and Sophie Harris, the founder of Motley, the theatre
designers. Devine told me that the Islington gangs are very
much out of hand. They carry penknives with quarter-inch
blades, which maim without doing fatal injury. One gang is
said to have raped an old woman of seventy in Upper Street
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